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Belle laughed. &'Rosa/y she called, "if you'll iron
my dress for to-night I'll give you those stockings
I lent you."
"I wouldn't take them/' said Rosa, but all the
same she ironed the dress.
Two months ago she and Belle had gone to that
party, only two months, and everything was
changed. Belle and Mr. Harman, Rosa and
Stephen, Mr. Harman and Belle had taken every-
thing, she and Stephen nothing; a few kisses,
light as leaves, and those she had brushed away,
but as leaves are slowly driven into the earth,
making it rich and ready, those kisses had gone
deeper and deeper to Rosa's heart, warmed and
mellowed her, and now she was ripe for Stephen.
"I don't want him to," said Rosa to the iron. *4I
don't mean him to, but if he were ever to start,
oh! I'm afraid I should want him then,"
She laid Belle's dress on her bed and put the
stockings defiantly beside it. Belle had plenty of
stockings now; the first pair she had treated like
jewels, and the belt that went with them she had
bought in the market, pale green satin with green
suspenders. Once she had let Rosa wear it,
441 shall never wear any of her things again,"
vowed Rosa, but she knew that she would, for
these elusive kindnesses were all she had left of
Belle, and she could not refuse them.